The woman that for her did go, 
To eaſe them of their grief and woe, 
As ſoon as the enter'd the door, 
They all lay dead upon the floor. 


Both of the babes acroſs her breaſt, 

The meſſenger, with grief oppreſt, 

Returned to the lady dear. abt * 
And did this wile decla. e. "TN 
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The lady did lament and cry, | | . 
- To hear this mournful tragedy: | 
And in a ſwoon ſhe ſoon did tall, 
Which cid ſurpriſe the people all, 


And when ſhe to herſelf did come, 

She cry'd, O Lord, what have I done ? 
Had | but known her fad diſtreſs, 

I would have help'd the c mfortleſo. 


The lady call'd her fleward ſtrait, 
And did to him theſe words relate ; 
To all the poor in the town, 

Io each diſtribute a full cron. 


The lady h d a coffio made, 8 
Wherein this poor dear ſoul was laid * 
And on each ſide a babe did lie, 

A woeful ſcene and tragedy, 


I hope that all that hear theſe lines 
Uato the poor will be more kind, 
And to remember these's a God, 
Can ſcourge you with his heavy rod. 


The lady on this caſe did mourn, 

And at the grave cid: put a ſtone, 
That all that ever did pals by, 
May think up-n this tragedy, 


| The EPITAP H. 
Y O U that love wealth, I pray behold, 
And do not make a god of gold ; 
But do diſtribute to the poor; 
And God will bleſs you evermore : 
But if you let the poor to ſtarve, | 
God's Juſt reward you do deſerve. 


c N TRAGEDY.; 


BEING A 


5 Full and true Account of Fae Pitt Graham, A Widow Woman, and Two 
jp | Children that were dee to Death, at a Place called Yallbeck, | 


Too Nu TUNE 


At CL the Gon bad al, 

Her babies for to feed withal, 
But ly bran and grains, we hear, 
1 Which made her fall into deſpair. 


00L W all, of rich. degree, 
Come liſten to my tragedy, 

| The like before you never knew, 

And yet fo ceitain it is true. 


In Cumberland for truth we hear, 
"There lived a poor widow dear 

Who had two children very ſmall, 
And little to ma ntain them withal, 


Cohn being ſo exceſſive dear, | 
It caus'd her many a meltin 40 
To hear her babies for bread to cry, 
It was a Fort! malady, 


1. 


he unto many made her moan, 
But they had hearts of flint and ſtone: 
They would not give the leaſt relief, 
Which added more unto her griet. 


At ngth, having no bread at all, 

Toe give her tender babes ſo ſmall, | 
She unto God did-dail 25 
e ber ſad 


| The babes around her they did creep, 
Crying, Mammy, mammy, pray ſome meat, 
While ſhe, poor 'oul, aloud did cry, 
| My dears, with bunger we mult die, 


#4 Then bren and grains ſhe boil', we bw, 

KS | Within a little dead {mall beer, 
Whereon ſhe and her babes did feed, 

Enough to make one's heart to bleed. 


. They i in a loneſome hooſe did dwell, 
A mile from town the truth they tell. 
Till the mother did fo feeble grow, 

Her tender babes ſhe did not know. 


At length a lady near this place, 

wx Hearing of her diſtreſſed 6 1 

Sho {ent for her and her tender babes, 
Their dreadful hunger tn afluage, 
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